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and hastened to meet her. But what was her disappointment,
when the little female officer, without deigning to regard her
caresses, rushed past her with unusual speed and agitation; threw
her hat and sword upon the table, and walked hastily up and
down, bestowing not a look on the lights, or any portion of the
apparatus!
"What ails thee, my darling?" exclaimed the astonished
Barbara; " for Heaven's sake, what is the matter ? Look here,
my pretty child! See what a present! And who could have
sent it but thy kindest of friends ? Norberg has given thee the
muslin to make a nightgown of: he will soon be here himself;
he seems to be fonder and more generous than ever."
Barbara went to the table, that she might exhibit the me-
morials with which Norberg had likewise honoured her, when
Mariana, turning away from the presents, exclaimed with vehem-
ence, "Off! off! Not a word of all this tonight! I have yielded
to thee; thou hast willed it; be it so ! When Norberg comes,
I am his, am thine, am any one's; make of me what thou
pleasest: but till then I will be my own; and, if thou hadst a
thousand tongues, thou shouldst never talk me from my purpose.
All, all that is my own will I give up to him who loves me;
whom I love. No sour faces ! I will abandon myself to this
affection, as if it were to last forever."
The old damsel had abundance of objections and serious con-
siderations to allege; in the progress of the dialogue, she was
growing bitter and keen, when Mariana sprang at her, and seized
her by the breast. The old damsel laughed aloud. "I must
have a care," she cried, "that you don't get into pantaloons
again, if I mean to be sure of my life ! Come, doff you! The
girl will beg my pardon for the foolish things the boy is doing to
me. Off with the frock! Off with them all! The dress beseems
you not; it is dangerous for you, I observe; the epaulets make
you too bold."
Thus speaking, she had laid hands upon her mistress : Ma-
riana pushed her off, exclaiming, " Not so fast! I expect a visit
tonight."
"Visit!" rejoined Barbara; "you surely do not look for
Meister, the young, soft-hearted, callow merchant's son ?"
" Just for him," replied Mariana.
" Generosity appears to be growing your ruling passion," said
the old woman with a grin; " you connect yourself with minors

